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the crowds in the choked galleries. Even so, there was doubt
until the last moment. There was an intake of shocked breath
when Philip-Equality condemned his cousin to the scaffold.
They needed his vote: they needed every vote they could get
among the seven hundred who voted, the twenty-six who
refused to vote. An appeal to the People they were supposed
to represent was rejected. Then, by a majority of one clear
vote, twenty-six given with reservations, the heir of ten past
centuries was condemned to death in the name of those to
come.

It was Thursday evening, and she was sitting apart from
Elisabeth and the children. She had just scribbled on the fly-
leaf of her book a text in Latin: it was that which records how
a Pharisee judged it 'expedient' (he did not say 'just') 'that
one man should die for the people*. She heard M. Malesherbes'
light tread upon the stairs. There was no Louis in the Temple
with whom he could be coming to confer. When the gaolers
admitted him, she knew from his eyes what tidings entered
with him.

She saw Louis again on the Sunday evening. The family
was together for the last time. They spoke little, since there
was little to say. Only the King took the uncomprehending
hand of his little son, raised it in oath to Heaven and made the
boy repeat that he would never attempt vengeance for his
father. She grew fevered, swearing that she and the children
would stay all night with him. He would not have it, even if
the gaolers had allowed. He promised that he would see her
next morning, at eight o'clock, before he left the Temple for
ever.

The promise was kindly meant, and he broke it for kindness'
sake. He walked to the tumbrij. without adding another link
to her chain of unbearable memories. She sat till ten o'clock
on that grey Monday morning, hardly knowing what had
happened. She did not realise that the silence in the nearby
streets meant that all had flocked westward to the Square of
Execution. She did not know that the faint roll of drums in
the distance was designed to drown his voice when he tried
to speak from his scaffold to the people that she had never
taken to her heart, the people he had so clumsily and disas-